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Go Away, Don't Go, Promise Me 


Author's Notes: 
This is my Valentine's story of the year. One day late but who cares? A hurt € care, friends to lovers one 


shot. Enjoy! 


"Go away!" 

Stefan had heard Brian clearly even if the door was closed. 

“Brian, please." 

Stefan didn't raise his voice too much and hoped he had been loud enough to be heard. 

He didn't like to scream, and certainly not at Brian Besides, he wasn't mad at him. He was worried. He wanted 
to see him and make sure he was alright, talk to him and understand why he had left the club without telling 


him. It was only after Stefan had noticed he couldn't find his bandmate anymore and that people around 


seemed to have no clue where he was that he had texted him and asked him where he was. 


It had taken him three texts to get an answer, a laconic "in a cab on my way home". Stefan had asked him why 
he had left without saying anything. That was not Brian's style, especially since they had arrived together and 
Stefan was supposed to drive him back home. 

Brian had not replied to that message, nor to the couple of calls that Stefan had tried right after. 

The pocket-size singer had a natural inclination for drama but even for him, the night club disappearing act 
seemed a little too much. They were spending the night at a private party in a club. There hadn't been any 
journalists or photographs around that Brian would have liked to escape from so what was up with the 
vanishing act? 

Stefan knocked on the door once more. 

"Brian, come on. What's going on?" 

"Leave me alone!" 


The crack in Brian's voice didn't go unnoticed. He definitely didn't sound like someone who should be left alone. 


Stefan sighed and pulled out his phone. He knew Brian all too well. It was time to change strategy. He typed a 
couple of lines and sent them to him as he called the elevator. 


Brian looked at his phone and read the text. 

Going home to get your spare keys. Back in one hour 

The singer shook his head. He was the stubborn one but Stefan was resourceful when he wanted something. 
His bandmate didn't live close and he hated to think he would now drive back to his apartment and then come 
back to his place in the middle of the night. If he got his spare key set, there was no way Brian could hide, 
unless he moved one of the bookshelves and pushed it against his front door to block the entrance. Who was 


he kidding? He would probably never manage to push a bookshelf out of his living room. 


Brian sat up from where he was sitting in his hallway and ran into his living room. He opened the window and 


looked down at the sidewalk. Stefan was walking away. He had almost reached the corner of his apartment block. 
"Stef!" 
The bassist turned around and looked behind him but there was nobody following him. 


"Stefan" 


The second call was not as loud but it was sufficient for catching Stefan's attention. He followed the sound, 


now that he was sure he had heard his name. He looked up and saw some light behind a silhouette leaning out 


of a window on the top floor apartment - the one where Brian was living. 
Stefan walked back towards the building. 

"Brian, what the hell is going on?" 

"Don't go. lIl.. I'll open" 


Stefan watched Brian disappear and the window close. Once he was at the building entrance again, he rang the 


bell. Brian buzzed him in without a word. 


A moment later, he was back in front of Brian's apartment door. It was opened. Stefan walked in and closed it 


behind him. 

"Brian?" 

"How did you manage to come up the first time anyway?" 
"Someone was leaving and let me in. Why does it matter?" 


Stefan stepped into the living area. The lights were all off, except for the faint glow of the led lights 


illuminating the underside of kitchen cupboards on the other side of the large open-plan main room. 
When Stefan looked inside the room again, he saw Brian curled up on the couch. 

"What happened? Why did you leave like that?" 

Stefan went to sit next to Brian and turned on the lamp that was on the table by the couch. 

"No, don't" 

"What? No light? You have a headache?" 

Brian's cat leaped onto the coffee table and looked up at both of them. 

"Even your cat is wondering what's going on" 

Stefan put his hand on Brian's shoulder and gently squeezed it. He heard Brian swallow a sob. 

"I'm not leaving till you talk to me. You know that, don't you?" 


They stayed like this for a long moment. Stefan knew he was way more patient than Brian He would always win 


at this game. It was just a question of how long the singer would hold before he gave up. 
Eventually, Brian stopped crying and lifted his head slightly in Stefan's direction 
"Tissue, please." 


Stefan went to the bathroom and brought back a box of tissues. He placed it on the coffee table in front of 
the couch. 


Brian took the box and went in the kitchen. When he returned in the living room, Stefan was still on his couch, 
waiting for him. 


Brian stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, his head down to avoid his bandmate's gaze. 

"You're really not leaving, are you?" 

"| told you! 

"Im tired. | want to go to bed’ 

Stefan nodded 

"Hl sleep on the couch. Wouldn't be the first time 

Brian cursed and finally lifted his head and looked at his friend 

Stefan let out a sigh of relief when Brian finally made eye contact with him. The bassist noticed something on 
the side of Brian's neck Brian saw what he saw and his hand immediately covered what he knew Stefan had 
already seen 

Stefan got up, walked up to him and grabbed his wrist, forcing his hand away. Now he could see better what 


he had just had a glimpse of before. It was a red mark that was already turning purple. There were smaller 
other marks next to it. 


"What..? Who did this?" 
Brian averted his gaze. 
"| don't know his name." 
"Look at me, Brian." 


"| must look awful." 


"Your make-up is messed up from crying, that's all. Even that doesn't make you look bad," Stefan replied 
Brian snorted and slowly turned his face towards his friend. 

"| went to the bathroom at the club. That guy walked in. | was just done and had finished washing my hands. | 
didnt see it coming. He grabbed me by the neck and pushed me against the wall. He said he saw the way | 
looked at him the whole night and he knew | was waiting for him to join me in the bathroom” 

Brian laughed bitterly while he explained what had happened 

"He was drunk but he was strong. He grabbed me by the throat. He had those fucking big hands. 

Stefan had a big lump in his throat but he managed to ask something else. 

"And..? What happened?" 


"Two other men walked in and the guy got distracted. | shoved him away and got the hell out of there." 


"Fuck, Brian. Why didn't you say anything? The guy organizing the party probably know who it is even if you 


don't. It was a small party. If you saw his face, you can tell him what he looked like." 

"What difference does it make?" 

‘Its an assault" 

‘I'm tired of people's bullshit. | don't want to deal with it." 

Stefan took a couple of steps away and looked Brian up and down 

"Are you telling me everything?" 

"Yes, that was it. It was fucking enough, thank you very much." 

"Of course. | just wanted to be sure. You left and you didn't say anything and you wouldn't let me in. Why?" 


"Because..," Brian stopped himself and sighed. "Because, Stefan. | knew you would be like this with me, and you'd 
make me say what happened and.” 


"Like this? Like what?" 


"Like overly concerned, caring and.. | can't deal with that much attention and kindness. Not now. Not from you." 


Brian hugged himself and turned his face away again 
"Definitely not from you," he repeated more to himself than to Stefan 
"You're not making any sense, Molko” 

"When do | ever?" 


"From now on, no more going to the bathroom by yourself unless we're just with the band or in the studio. 


We'll do like girls do. Go to the bathroom together." 

Brian chuckled. 

"Yeah, right" 

‘I'm serious, Brian. It makes me sick to think that someone put his hands on you like this." 
Brian looked up at Stefan. Concern and anger were swimming in the bassist's eyes. 

"You were serious when you said you were staying here?" 

"Totally serious. Even more so now you told me what happened" 


"lm gonna go take a shower. | need warmth. Then I'll go to bed. | feel like shit and it's not because l'm drunk. If 
you stay here for the night, you'll sleep in my bed, not on the couch." 


The singer turned away and headed for the bathroom. 


Stefan didn't say anything. He had shared a bed with Brian on occasions. Not recently, and not Brian's own bed 

but given how shaken and upset the singer was, it was probably for the best so he could keep an eye on him. 
He sighed and tried to bury the other thoughts that blossomed in his mind and that were taking him to a way 
too common fantasy he'd indulge in when he was on his own and thinking about his bandmate and all the 


possibilities, if only.. 


Brian gave himself one last look in the mirror before walking out of the bathroom. The smudged make-up was 
gone. His eyes were still red and a little puffy from crying and the bruises around his neck were turning plum. 


Plum was a nice color but not one he liked to wear this way. 


He passed the towel once more in his hair. It was half dry already so he just combed it back in place with his 
fingers. He brushed his teeth and put on his bathrobe, a dark blue kimono with white and gold cranes and 
other traditional designs. He recalled he had bought it a few years ago in Japan He had almost missed the 


boarding for the plane back to London because he had been shopping around in the airport and boarded the 
plane with three big bags full of souvenirs and strange clothes. 


All the lights were off in the apartment and Stefan was obediently lying in Brian's bed, on the left side. The cat 
was lying on the right side, looking upset. 


Brian laughed at the sight of the two creatures in his bed. He went to the bottom and picked up his cat. 


"Oh, | know. You're pissed ‘cause there won't be a lot of room for you here tonight, sorry," he said to the cat 
while kissing the top of her head and putting her on the armchair in the corner of the room. 


Brian's cat meowed and jumped down She glanced up at him with an annoyed look and strutted out of his 


bedroom. 

"How are you feeling?" 

"Tired but clean. | took something for my headache and something to relax." 

"Brian..." 

"It's fine. ts something the doctor prescribed me when I'm stressed out. I'm not doing anything stupid" 


Brian went to the window and closed the curtains, leaving only a few inches of the window uncovered, just 


enough to get some light inside in the morning but not so much that it would wake them up. 


He walked around the bed to the right side and undid the belt of his kimono. He let it fall off his shoulders. 
Stefan watched him, guessing more than actually seeing, given the darkness. Nevertheless, whatever he could 
see and everything else he could only imagine made his stomach flip. He kicked himself mentally. Now was not 
the moment to let his feelings for Brian come up to the surface but it was obviously difficult to pretend he 
wasn't affected by the situation. This was not like catching a glimpse of Brian backstage or in the bus while 
they were changing or dressing up. Touring nudity moments or this, whatever it was right this moment, was 


not at all the same. 

Brian sat on the edge of the bed and then slid under the covers. 

"Thanks for being here," he said. 

"Anything you need. You know you can ask me anything." 

Brian nodded. He licked his lips and turned on his side to look at his best friend lying next to him. 


"I felt stupid and angry and.. | felt ugly, like.. People see me like an object. They don't get the irony of it all” 


"This asshole was drunk. Not that it's an excuse but he would have probably never dared doing that 


otherwise." 
"Perhaps. You've been drunk so many times... You've never been like that" 


Brian reached out under the sheet and touched Stefan's shoulder. He smiled when he felt cotton under his 
fingers. 


"You're wearing something?" 

Stefan smiled. 

"Huh... Yes." 

Brian moved his hand away. 

"lim naked" 

"| know." 

"You know?" 

| saw when you took off your robe." 


Brian wondered whether Stefan could see the shit-eating grin on his face. A moment later, his mind brought 


him back to earlier this evening and the smile morphed into something softer. 

"When | was in the cab on the way home, after | left the party.. | was kicking myself. | thought... If something 
more had happened.. | would have never wanted to look at myself in the mirror again. For a long while now, the 
only other man I've been thinking about, the only man I've wanted to feel or that I've imagined touching me.. 
It's you.” 

Stefan stared at Brian's silhouette. He could barely see his eyes and it was hard to read his expression 

"Stef, say something, please," Brian said softly. 


"Brian.. You're stressed out with what happened tonight and you need to sleep." 


"Yeah, but | also know that I've been too scared to say some things out loud since a few months. | don't want 


to ignore them anymore. I've been wanting you so bad, Stefan 


Brian scooted closer and grabbed Stefan's t-shirt: 


"| really need you tonight" 


Stefan wanted to believe Brian when he was saying he needed him. He probably needed his singer - wanted him 
- just as much but it was probably not the right moment to go there. Sure, he'd been crushing on his 
bandmate since forever. Who had not? There was more of course. Brian was his best friend, he had feelings 
for him. Deep, meaningful, and sometimes awkward feelings. Stefan couldn't shake away the idea that he would 


take advantage of Brian's emotions if he would give in and do anything with him that evening. 
"ve dreamed of hearing this for so long.. But tonight's not right" 


"I know what you're thinking, Stef. | know you and it's not like that. Don't say no because you think I'm not 
thinking straight. If you say no, do it because you don't want me." 


Stefan ran his hand in Brian's hair and laughed softly. 
"You think | could nof want you?" 


‘Ive wondered for a long time if | was imagining things or if you were looking at me this way becouse there 


was more." 


‘I've always looked at you like that. I've always been attracted to you but we're in the same band. You're my 
best friend.. You've often had someone. This is not a good idea. Actually, this is the worst idea ever." 


‘Ive been single for a long time now. If | want it and you want it too.. We'll deal with it. We've had bad ideas 


before. We're still around, we still have the band. We still have each other." 


Brian slid one hand under Stefan's t-shirt. He craned his neck to reach his mouth but only managed to kiss his 
throat and make Stefan giggle. 


At least the bassist hadn't pushed him away, and now Brian was sure their attraction was mutual. The only 
problem was that Stefan was too nice a guy, which of course was what drove Brian crazy. The singer liked to 
think he wanted bad boys but deep down, he wanted a good guy, someone nice who'd respect him and treat 


him well. 
"My dear Stefan..." Brian started suddenly on a playful tone. "I'm going to take off your shirt and your 
underwear, and then l'm going to suck you. It's going to be the best blow job you've ever had, just so you 


know, and when you'll be rock hard and | cannot wait anymore, you'll move on top of me and fuck me." 


Stefan's breath caught in his throat. He wanted to laugh and cry at the same time. How was he supposed to 
resist and say no to that? 


"Fuck, Brian..." 


"Keep the complimentary cursing for when your cock's in my mouth, darling.” 


Without further warning, Brian pushed Stefan on his back and sat on his knees as he proceeded to pull Stefan's 
t-shirt up. Stefan finished the job and removed it while Brian was already tugging his underwear down. 


It was dark but not completely and certainly not enough for Brian to miss the outline of Stefan's already half 
hard dick. 


"You know, | don't think I've ever seen you fully erect. At least not without your pants on," he chuckled. "I have 


a feeling I'm not going to be disappointed." 


He began to stroke Stefan slowly. "If everything's in proportion to your height.. Not that l'm a size queen but a 
little bigger than av..." 


“Brian, shut up." 

Brian pouted and then moved up the bed and reached out to the bedside table lamp to turn it on 

"| wanna see you," he said, now all serious and even blushing slightly. 

Stefan looked at him and caressed his hair. Before letting Brian slid down the bed, he held him and went for a 
kiss, long and slow but passionate, old Hollywood style. Brian was surprised and breathless and he kissed him 
back eagerly, moaning against Stefan's mouth. 

"Now, let me show you what l'm really talented at.” 

Brian winked and moved down the bed while his hands slid down Stefan's long and lean body. 


‘I've imagined this so many times," Stefan breathed out. 


‘I'm sure you have," Brian replied before flicking his tongue a few times over the tip of his shaft. "Maybe I've 
imagined this a few times too many as well.. Why do you think | usually pick up tall guys?" 


Stefan wanted to chuckle at the remark but the contact of Brian's tongue made him gasp instead. 


Brian smiled at the response he got from his friend and after a few more teasing licks, he wrapped his hand 
around the base. He pushed the foreskin down with his lips and licked the exposed underside of his glans. Stefan 
whimpered and jerked his hips up. 


"That sensitive? | should have known. You're the sensitive type,” Brian noted before resuming what was only 
the start of a long and slow blowjob masterclass during which Stefan had to push him away a couple of times 


to avoid coming too soon. 


"Jesus Christ, Brian.. | don't wanna know how you've become that good at this," Stefan panted. 

"Practice, of course. Though | was pretty good the first time already, or so | was told" 

"Come here," Stefan said. "Look at these pretty swollen lips.. Fuck, you're so beautiful.” 

Stefan pulled him down for a kiss, enjoying Brian's hot mouth and the mix tastes of his own cock with mint 
toothpaste and what was possibly the most delicious lip balm flavor ever. When he broke the kiss, Stefan 
pushed him to the side and rolled over him. 

"My turn.. | want to taste you too.. Everywhere." 

Brian giggled. 

"Oh? Everywhere? Wanna taste my toes?" 


“course.. Every-where, just like | said" 


It was Brian's turn to be worshipped and he never knew it'd be that good to have someone kiss his ankles, his 


calves and his knees. 


When Stefan reached higher and nibbled his inner thigh, Brian propped himself on his elbow and looked down, 


both in awe and exasperated at the patience of his bandmate. 
"Stef. Please!" 

fig ope 

"Im so hard my dick could cut diamonds" 

Stefan buried his face against Brian's left leq and laughed 
"Not funny. l'm leaking and making a mess down there” 
"Alright... Lets clean the mess first then.” 


Stefan moved Brian's cock out of the way, admiring the hairless look he didn’t even know his singer was 


sporting, and licked his stomach clean, humming his appreciation while doing so. 


"Your cock is pretty.. Just like you," Stefan said before he took it in his mouth and made Brian moan and 
writhe under him. 


"Oh, god, yes!" 


Brian was way too riled up to be able to last long. After two minutes, he was already on the edge, gripping 
Stefan's shoulder more and more tightly. 


"Close... Too close.. Stef, stop..| want you inside me when | come." 

“kay. Turn around.” 

First drawer, on my side." 

"What?" 

"Lube, condom," Brian said when he glanced over his shoulder 

Stefan smiled at him and caressed his back. "Not yet.. | so want to eat your gorgeous ass, Molko" 

"Oh, fuck.. You're killing me, Stef." 

"Don't want me to?" 

"Eat away, baby." 

Brian quickly melted under the assaults of Stefan's tongue and collapsed on the mattress. He hid his face in the 
pillow, muffling the mewling sounds he couldn't hold back while Stefan held his ass up and feasted on his pink 
hole. 

Eventually, Brian turned his face away from the pillow and lifted up to look behind him. 

"Stef, please.. Fuck me. | want you... | cant.. Please." 

Stefan moved back and draped his long body over Brian's back, kissing his nape and his shoulders. 

"How do you want me?" 

"Whatever you want, just you on top of me.. Like this or.. You want me on my back?" 

Stefan sat up and reached for the drawer to get what he needed. There was something a little wilder and 
more primal that he enjoyed in fucking a guy from behind but his biggest fantasies involved looking down at 
Brian's face and drowning in his blue eyes as he'd take him and pound him into the mattress. 


‘On your back." 


Stefan's voice was hoarse and he almost didn't dare glancing up at Brian before sliding into him. 


The singer moved on his back and watched Stefan put the condom and lube himself up while he carefully 
avoided looking at him. Both men's sass and humor had suddenly vanished and the atmosphere was heavy with 
electricity. Goosebumps spread over Brian's skin when Stefan pushed his legs apart. 


When he finally looked up, he saw Brian's pleading look. His lips were slightly parted but he wasn't saying 
anything. There was no need to ask him whether he was sure or if he had second thoughts. 


Stefan guided his cock against Brian's entrance and slowly eased into him. Brian closed his eyes and threw his 
head back. His mouth parted open wider but he still didn't make any sound. Stefan stilled when he was buried to 
the hilt inside him. He let out a breathy sigh and reached up to stroke Brian's cheek 

"Okay?" 


Brian opened his eyes slowly, like he was waking up from a year-long coma. He didn't really smile but his face 


had a happy expression nonetheless 
"More than okay," he whispered 

Brian's hands slid down Stefan's back 
"For the love of fuck, Stef, please move" 


Stefan bit back a nervous chuckle. He pulled back and thrusted in a little harder than when he had slid in the 


first time. Brian moaned and his legs wrapped around him, inviting him to continue. 
"Yes.. More.. Deeper...” 

"Brian.. You feel amazing..." 

"Thanks, baby. You don't feel too bad yourself” 

Stefan leaned down and kissed Brian's smart mouth. 


After a moment, they had found their rhythm, just like when they were playing music together. Two bodies 


moving in sync, rocking back and forth, slower or faster, and getting closer to their climax with each thrust. 
"Want you to come first," Stefan panted. 
"Won't have to wait long." 


Stefan nuzzled the side of Brian's neck where the bruises were the largest. He didn't want to think about them 


at that moment but at the same time, he wanted to kiss away the hurt and make sure Brian would remember 


that night for this moment and not for what had happened a few hours before at the club. 
Brian shifted his body slightly and his breathing became more labored. 
"Oh, damn.. Yeah... Right there," Brian gasped. 


"You mean, here?," Stefan asked as he moved his hips up a little to try to hit the same spot he had just 
brushed against. 


Brian arched his back and rewarded him with a pleasure grunt, the first of a long series that culminated with 
a high pitched cry when he finally came undone and spilled his cum between their sweaty bodies. Stefan 
crashed his mouth on Brian's and stopped moving for a short while, enjoying the feeling of his lover pulsing 
around his cock. When he resumed his pounding, he only needed a few more thrusts to reach his own orgasm. 
He was about to lift off Brian and roll to his side when his bandmate gripped him more tightly, letting him 
know that he wasn't supposed to go anywhere so soon. Brian caught the look on Stefan's face and smiled at 


him - an unusual sweet smile for the usually cocky singer. 


"Just a little longer," he simply said before pulling Stefan down for a kiss. "Damn, Stef.. You made me come 
hands-free," he chuckled against the Swede' lips. 


Stefan smiled back at him. He had not even noticed that detail, too caught up in the moment and the intensity 


of the sensations he had gotten from Brian's orgasm and then his own. 

"So maybe you're not the only one good at sex things." 

"Oh, Stef.. We're so gonna have to verify this statement,” Brian teased back and went for another kiss. 
Stefan finally disentangled himself from Brian's embrace and rolled to his side. 

"Is it supposed to be the moment when we feel weird about each other?" 

Brian shook his head. 

"No, that'll be tomorrow morning," Brian informed him. 

"Alright. Good to know." 

"Promise me something, Stef.” 

"Anything" 


Brian's sweet smile was back. 


"Don't disappear in the morning. | wanna wake up with you still in my bed tomorrow." 
Stefan threaded his fingers in Brian's hair. 

"Deal. Anything else you want when you wake up? Coffee? Breakfast in bed?" 

"Oh, yeah.. And a morning blow job too please." 

"Jeez, you're demanding.’ 

Brian moved on top of Stefan and laughed. 

“Course | am. You said that like you don't know me." 

The singer placed a quick peck on Stefan's lips and then rolled to the side to climb out of bed. 
"I'll go clean up," he said. 

"Stay in bed. I'll go get a towel for you." 

Brian hesitated for a moment but then he lay back and stretched. 

"Be careful. | might get used to that." 


"Maybe you should," Stefan said as he stood up, "cause | definitely can get used to this." 


